Death of Parnell
his house in Walsmgham Terrace, Brighton, where his wife
was prostrate with grief, and placed in an open car* Drench-
ing rain fell as the funeral procession moved away on its
three-mile journey to the railway station, but crowds collected
on the road and raised their hats as the body went by* The
coffin, on being put into the train, was enclosed in a large
deal case to protect it from damage, and then the first part
of the journey home began* At Clapham Junction and at
Willesden Junction Irishmen and women gathered to respect
the dead* The mourning carriages were attached to the
Irish mail at Willesden, and the chief was carried to Holyhead
and put on the mail boat, where Irishmen guarded his coffin
across the Irish Sea* A raw, wet morning greeted his return,
but when the coffin reached Westland Row, dark and wet
and early though the hour was, thousands of men and women
were waiting for him* The coffin was taken from the deal
case, which was thrown aside, but, as it fell, crowds seized
it and tore it into fragments that they might have even that
relic of him* A band played a caoine, and as the wailing
sound rose and fell, thousands of people fell in behind the
procession and walked, in step to the caoine^ to the City Hall,
where the body was to lie in state* Ululu /. Ululu ! was the
sound*
Ululu I Ululu / wail for the dead*
Green grows the grass of Fingal on his head;
And spring flowers blossom ere elsewhere appearing,
And shamrocks grow thick on the martyr of Erin*
Ululu I Ululu I soft fall the dew
On the feet and the head of the martyr and true*
They let him pause for a moment before the old Parliament
House in College Green, though the fog and the rain thickly
continued, and then, with the wailing of the band in their
ears, they carried him to the City Hall, where they laid him
down under the shadow of O'ConnelTs statue* Above his
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